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YWhalen. "In front of that serap? 1
gliess not! Can you turn around In

this sand, Bill? Lord! Look! Look!™

The firat pursuer galned on the fu-
gitive, « He was relonding. his re-
volver an he passed from sight behind
n little ridge. The outlaw swerved Lo
meat, him. The pursuer flashed |nto
the fopen, stlll loading his gun; the
outka® closed in, shooting. He fired
once—twice—threes (imea: the luckless
cowboy clulched at the saddle horn,
fell over nlong the horse's neck, hung
for a second and rolled off in the deep

‘annd.

Yells of wid rage, a popping of
gune filled the air. . Unheeding, the
assnmsin rode glose to the body and
deliberately fired  agaln—ance—twice.
Bullets puffed the sand about him, but
he swooped down from . his  saddle,
came wp with the gun of his fallen
foe, turped and thunderdd acrosa to
the war. He leaped off, he scrambled
toward the oar, gun in hiand.

“Hit her up” he gommanded, jump-
fng in.  “Give her nll you got!” The
car leaped forward, “Climb over in
front, you little fellow!"

The gutlaw prodded Rill with a
sun uuzzle. “You'll have ud In the
diteht 8Sit up, you, or I'll blow ¥Yeu
tv Kingdom Come!"

For BUl was trying to duck. Mr,
Dwyer wus scrunched on the floor in
front,  Mr. Whalen, in the tomneau,
wits Lrying to squeese himsell belween
two sult cases.

Thus admonished, Bill sat up. On
the smooth road beyond the draw the
car gathered speed nnd shot ahead
with a roar; the shots and shouts
grew  fainter,

As the fleeing car topped the Mrst
rise, the avengers, with one accord,
jogged soberly back In llttle groups
of twos and threes,

Even more remarkable was the
eonduet of the mumered man. He
brushed himself, rubbed the sand from
his hair, took up hisa sombrero, mount-
od his horse, captured the looss horse
left by his Inte assassin and jed him
to camp. The hurse wrangler rode
out to meet him,

"Bpud Wallls, you red helllon” said
the horsp-wrangler, “them fellows'll
e At the North Pole by sundown.”

~ the kidnapped car conversation
anguished,
“Pull her up, son,” advised the
new passenger. ‘‘Wo've made our
get-away, Just let her trundle along.
There, that's better.” -

He was o powerful bulk of a man,
great of body and bone; he filled the
oye.  In bis left hand he held his
onormoun high.-peaked Mexicin som-
brero of thick red felt, heavily brajided
with silver: the other hund, carelessly
holding the six-shooter, rested easlly
an his thigh, A masalve head sal om
n bull-neck, His features were heavy
bl not iH-shaped: his mouth was
tenged to o grim stralght line: his
mugtache was black and long: his eyens
were blanck and hard, his brows heavy

pnd black, the thick tangle of hale
Jot-hWaueck: his mreal red-brown face
was strealind with sweat sand duost,

He turned his attention to Mre, RRobe
ort Whalen,  *What's mualter,
brothier? Got a chill?

Me, Whalen pleked gp spdrit

Wirent Clirlstophe I Codomtine
hiv Whswered N me senpn

Hver

Chauffenr THI Munz o remark
iilie ‘WWell, you needn’t put

h-and-mighty airs  about
te—sn om [

The rabber langthed

“I really ought to sahoke sou fellows
down: for your chinnge,” hie sald apolo-
peticnlly, “but I haven't thoe heart to
do it, the way the plany come. Yon
done me a good turn, and 'm grate-
ful. You just carry mo awlong tin 1
get o horse and we'll call (t square.
Put if you got any guns you'd beiter
diump em ovorboard, Gans made me
nervons,™

“Shrimp's 2ol one,”™ sald Bl "“Toss
It out, Shrimp, a8 the gentlemun Wlln
vou 7

Mro Dwyor peoiduced o dalnty affair
in witver and pearl.

The outlnw pave a cry of delight,

M, what o cunning littie thing!”
he oooed,  YDon't throw It awny, Mr.
ghrimp. 'l s2w 1t on my hat. No—
I'l uxe v for a scarf pin.™  He thrust
i own gun ln thy holster and put the
new one in hin pockel. “Now we'l]
go long, all nice und cosy,” he sald,

The Polnt of Bocks lay far behind;
the rallroiad was close to the left, In
the north, Lear—section® house, waler
tank and telegeaph shack—grew large
agalnst the sky They crossed the
rallroad track and plowed throngh a
ptreteh of sand,

“ ANDE yp! Riop her!”
Ten {eot nwuy a rifle
barrel poked from  be-

hind n washed out bank,
I owas polnted ut BIL but in o half
gecond | swuneg o cover the tonneau.

“IC L an’t Bl anky! Don't maove
a hand!™

To stendy himself in crossing (he
gully, Mr, Panky's hands had gripped
at sent nnd stanchion. He now rig-
jdly held that strained poesition. The
car stopped astride the diteh,

A man stepped cautiously from the
washout—a little man with a long 20
40 repeater. He looked very muclh in-
dend like Mr. Charlie Simpson, He
beld the muzzle of the long rifle with.
in & foot of Mr, Punky's rils,

_ "WPut your hands on the back af the

»

an  uany g

front smeat!”™ he ordered, “Shut your

ey“:'l .
Mr. Panky did this, The little man
ranched forward gingerly for Mr.

Panky's six-shooter, Getting It, with
a little audible sod of relief, he cocked
it, backed off a step, and lald the rifle
behind him,

“Get out!” he sald. "Keep them
hands up! Turn around. Back out!”

Panky meekly submitted while the
Httle man (risked him fgr weapons.

"What—In—hell—is—tlis?" saly the
little man, In a rising crescendo of
astonlshment, when he came to the
little  pearl-handled gun. “Turn
around, Bill, let's have a look at you!™

“Why, It's old Haok!" said Mr.
Panky,
“Yos—it's old Hank.” The littls

mman sat down on the bank. He bad &
wizened, freckled face and a stubby
red mustache, which now bristled to &
snarl. “Old Hank—him you bullled
and run over, wnd cheated ont of his

ONE

PLUNGE—TWO-—AT THE THIRD,

“Hack out thalt ear, yoa fedler, and
turn her round." He reached back
for the rifle,

“"You ean’t do that Bim—simpleton,”
sald Panky. "“They'll send you to the
pen for that Lordsburg job.”

“They'll let me off light, me givin'
myself up and bringing you o~ as-
serled Hank confldently. "They want
you, Bill. You'll awing for that com-
ductor you got. They'll give me lwo
or three years at most—maybe a full
pardon. And you'll be bung tif you're
dead—dead—dond!”

Il give you all the money 1 got

Hlnnk,”

"You'll give me n shot In the back.
To hell with your money!™

Panky wlilted. He was trembling.
He cringed. "“Take me to Grindstones,
then, Hank” heé pleaded abjectly.

“The Tumble-Tes outfit will lynch me
it you take me back that way. [—I
killed a man down thers thls after-
poon, Hank."

HORSE AND MAN WENT

OVER THE THIRTY-FOOT BANK INTO THE RIO GRANDE

shiere on sl Lordsiurg money, Well,
well!  Whit o Joyful surprise! 1 soe
this ortermobile a-comning, and thinks
'l just pick vp a little plece of money
—and here [ got the drop on old Bill
Panky, and 10,000 perfectly good dol-
lars reward for him, sllve or dead. 1
hope this will always be o lesson to
us.™"*

Mr, Panky laughed uneasily. "You
wonuldn't do old Bill dirt like that, old
fellow,”

“You, 1
Lively.

“lggot n blg bunch of money hid
out, ank Il whack up even with
you—honest | wil"

‘No, you wen't. You want a chnnce
to put me o bed with a shovel—that's
what you want, Here's where 1 get
aven with you, for keeps. I'm gelling
old, Bill—and that ten thousand will
norter ease my declinin’ years.™

“Maybe | was too rough on you"
adohitted Mr. Panky., “But I'll make
It pp to you. You keep the guns,
Hank—take what dough thia bunch
has, if yon want [t—we'll get some
horses and hit the bruah for my
hide-out.”

"“You'll hit the back track for Dona
Anu,”  retorted Hunk, feroclously

would,” sald Hank, posl-

"You did? 14 that
lows?" Hank usked.

right, yirl

“He did,” sald Whalen. “Ciold
blooded. shot him twice after he
wis down, We saw it. Thon he made

us bring him up hore. Don't you be
afrald of us We're with  you—waoe
take you in the maching wherever you
want to go

Hunk surveyed the prisoncg
ferocious Joy “That settleas syou. |
goet the reward Just the same—alive or
deall And what's more, Il you open
your ugly lhead for just one more
word, I'll kil you right now and hoere
I mean (.7 His fingers twitohed along
Lthe rifle barrel.

with

¥ the cmr, the threa partnes
liad been holding a whispered
‘onfarence. Now Dwyer came
forward, He was very pile,
but the light of greed was la his
blinking eyes
“Wall — walt & minule,” he faltercd
“We want o make you a proposition,
Weo happen Lo have with us a consid-
erable som o ready cash. You
egouldn’t very well rob us on your way
to tell the court you wanted to re-
rorm. But why should you go to tlw
peullentiary? Why wouldn't you huve
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us pay you a good cash percentage
right here, and lot us have lhe re-
ward, while you go frea?”

“They might send you up for a long
term, you know, You noaver ocan bell”
urged Whaleén, “Why vou might get
slck and die there.”

“How much?’ Hank did nol meve
his little glowing eyos from his cap-
tive. "1 never did oare much for the
Penitentinry, nohow."”

Chauffeur Bl became the spokes-
man.

“Fifteen hundred dollam.™

“That listans pretty good. Come
again, You bada't ought to try ®o
hold out on an old man that way”
sald Hank sorrowfully. "1 got the
guns. Try once more.”

"We can scrape up a little more,
between us,” admitted Dwyer, reluc-
tantly, “But it will leave us bare.
Wo need some expense money,”

“¥ou mive it here returned Hank
implacably. “Expenso money be
blowed! Give me two thousand oven,
and It's a go. But you got to go baock
the way you cameo, I'm goln' north
—and [ need room. The boys won's
lynch hirp—not with you bringin' him
in that way. Theyll take him %o
Dona Ana for you. That's my last
word, Take it or leave IL."

The money changed hands. Under
Hank's gun, Panky was trussed up
with suit-case straps, his hands be-
hind his back, and was ursisted into
the car. Then his ankles were
strapped together. Whalen took the
steering wheel with Dwyer beside him
and the two Bills In the tonneau. Thd
car turnsd back toward the Point of
Rocks: behind it, Hank climbed tothe
rallroad track and howled a truculent
larewell,

Mr, Panky chatted (fresly, malnly
about Hank. His companions, belng
in high spirits, met these lvely sallies
with laughter and appluusc. After a
few miles, however, Mr. Panky lapsed
o sulky silence.

i ]
COOL.  brevge tossed the
wayside mesquites; o fair
mountain notched black and
sharp across the red sun, the
car cume again to Lookout Draw, It
chugged up the sandy slope, It tormed
acrosa the plain to the chuck-wagon.

A horseman trotted out to meot the
car, waving his arm. “Gee whisl
Aln't you got no sense?’ he cried Im
nn angry volece., "Get away with that
devil-wagon. You'll mtampede these
eattls, Go 'way round, if you want to
get to camp,”

Whalen made a wide detour, driv-
Ing slowly over the griss hummocks;
dusk had fallen when hie reached the
wagon.

By the bright fire stood a battery
of steaming Dulch ovens and pots and
a vast kettle of coffee, sending out a
savory Inecense; in the fArelight =»
broad, semi-clrele of cowboys  sab
cross-legged, Inughing and talking or
busy with plate nnd knife and rork.

“"Supper all ready, strangors! Come
and et 01"

The hnll came from Cile, the fore-
man, as the car stopped

“We've  got  your triin
called Whalen triumphantly,
your DNl Panky."”

robber!™
“"Here'n

The semil-clrele woent sudidenly
hushiod and s=till,

Cole  rose and  came  forward.
“puliyt” he said heartily “ood for
yvou! Theres o hig mmwnrd offerad
for him—ten {thousand | think,

Youre In Juck, Whoaed you get
him?"
vAnother man captured him,"” ex-

plalned Whalen, modostly, *and turned
him over te us 1o hrlng In.” He tugeed
at the strap on the captive's legs, “1°11
telf you about ft ater.”

He took the prsoner's elbow, Bill
assliting from behind, and helped him
Lo the ground Dwyer followed.

“Gash, My [(ect are  asleep,” e
marked tho prsonor, 1o a vast silence,
He shambded o stop inlo the firelight,
“I'ndo my arms, somebody.*

Cole unbuckled the strap; the oute
law hobbled siraight to a tin  plate
and cup, Cole spoke In » palned and
shocked wvolce,

“Why, thia isn't Bill Panky. This
s old Jim Hendeieks, and he lan’d
worth $20 a dozen L0 any one”

"Hut he killed & man here!"

Cole shook his hend  “We was just
playing moving-picture cowboya,”

Whalen's heart stood atill,. Dwyar
felt a cold faintoness creeping over him
and leaned heavily sugainst the muds
guard. "“frut our ni-money!” gurgled
Dwyer, "All we had—guve It to the
man that cnught him!™

A drawling volce rode from the fire,
“What sort of u looking man? Little
sawed-off runt, red eves and brindled
mustache?”

“That's him'"™

"Oh, its all right then!” said the
volce. T tald him to do that &pud
Wallls, the apeaker, rose and loitared
ovar.  "l'll take care of the money,
You junt make o little list of the rings
yoi've loat lately, Mr. Whalen—your
poor old dad's rings.  Jot down the
names and amounis near a8 yow re-
mermbor, and U1 fie It al ap for as
far aa Lhe money holds oul.™

Bill stepped ote the car and
prasped Lthe stesring-wheel fArmily,

“"Home, Jesms'' he nald,

And thus Bpud got the girl! i
.
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